CHAPTER XXIII
CLUNDERSON made no immediate reply to Jake's
question. He was choosing his place with almost
meticulous care. He moved a chair into the corner
facing her, facing, too, the French windows on his
right. Opposite to him was the door opening from
the corridor and on his left the door leading into
the main reception room. He placed the brown-
paper parcel with its conspicuous seals on the table
before him and kept one hand on it whilst he was
speaking.
"Suresne can explain this business even better
than I," he confided. "I think we have acted wisely.
I hope it may turn out so, at any rate. But first let
me ask you a question, I understand that the Mar-
quis and Marquise de Fallanges have been lunching
here. That is so?"
"Yes," Jane assented, "and we found them both
perfectly charming. They have gone back to the
yacht, they will dine on board and come up here
directly afterwards, complete with staff."
"Complete with staff?"
Jane nodded.
"Complete with staff," she said. "They have
taken *The Three Cypresses' for a month and paid
a cheque for one hundred guineas in advance. Now
don't tell us, Monsieur Suresne, tfcat it won't be
honoured 1"